THE SECOND EVENING

CAPTAIN Paul Drimys did not go to take tea with Georgie
Radcliffe every afternoon in the Hotel du Monde merely
for the sake of pumping her about the gossip at the British
Legation, nor did he go there merely for the purpose
of making love to his pretty young hostess. She attracted
him greatly; but he was not in love with her, or at any
rate not enough in love with her romantically to deceive
himself into supposing that she could provide him with
any valuable inside information about the British attitude
toward his own country. So far his visits, which had
now extended over a fortnight, had been empirical. He
was inclined to think that she would make a charming
mistress, but he had had no experience of Anglo-Saxon
mistresses. He wanted to feel a little more positive that
this apparently cool cynicism of hers would not turn into
an exacting sentimentality once the intrigue was con-
summated, the liaison effected. He had heard it said that
these fair northerners misled one into a clinging morass.
He did not want anything like that to happen, for he was
a man who took his profession seriously. As the King's
favourite A.D.C. he might lead the courtier*s life; but
unlike many A.D.C.s he was also a diligent student of
military knowledge and he proposed to become in course
of time the Commander-in-Chief, under his royal master,
of the Army. When the King did not require his services
he offered them to the Chief of the General Staff; his
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